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Tiie last volume added to the list of ITar

pel Contemporary Esayiets is one claim-

ing the authorship of Heury Cnbot Lodge

United Stutes Senator. In the present
volume there are nine essays and the
firetof then. "Certain Accepted Heroes.."
is the source from wnicu the book borrows
Irs U With Uie exception of the last
psst; in the to.k they have all heretofore
appeared in periodicals: Seribner's, the
Cosmopolitan, and the North American
Review Tlie titles ot the nine essays are
'Certain Accepted Heroes." -- Tlie l.uK

PlaBfcagenet," "Shakespeare's Ameri-caHlSn- ,"

"Chatterton," "Dr. Holmes,
A Literal Education," "The Home of

the CubotB." 'British Elections." and "Our
Foreign .Policy "

They Jixe all examples of ripe scholar-
ship, nd Uie flow of a gracefuland force-

ful pen. The firfct tnree have a strong
attraction for the student or bellesv
lottrcs. Without liupeacning the punitive
vntaeof Uie others, it is. nevertheless, these
tUntgWUueil Uie studem s nenri mai mey
have been rescued from tlie oblivion of
mngacim files and now graduate to tlie
dignity ami permanency of bookdom. "Where
we may lay hands on them readily. In
these Uiree essays Mr. Lodge reflect what
issaid to he Uie salient characteristic of our
age, aad that If emancipation.

In "Certain Arcepted Heroes' he takes
up armsagalnstAchlllesund other Homeric
heeues, and, with the .ding of history
al the pebbles of facte, he actually

tlie hcretofoie Greek.
He makes out a ba1 case for Homeric hem-iiai- i,

which realiy teems to have lacked all
thoseeniHiMlngcharaetcristies which weat-tribut-

to it. As Mr. Lodge points out, Wc
lwtve mistaken the magnificence ot the
poem for the magnificence of the
control figure. If till" essay were care-
fully considered it would send us all back
towir Homers to find that Achilles, though
strong and an important chier, was a
pouter, a sulker, a vindictive traitor,
"simply an unusually brutal savage of col
lossal strength, treacherous and cruel,
ready to sacrifice friends for a quarrel over
tlie spoils, utterly devoid of generosity
toward Ills focs,and not particularly brave."
There if emancipation from one accepted
hero, with a vengeance.

THe last riantagenet is, of course.
TUcUard III. Tills essay of Mr. Lodge
is already quite famous. It reviews the
ground traversed by chroniclers, histo-imii- s

anil critics, who have treated of
the character and actions of litis reputedly
cruel King- - It Is said that "the youth
ol England take their theology from Milton
and their history from Shakespeare."
However tills may apply to England's
youths, it is quite certain that the elmracter
of Rlcliard II I, as given by Shakespeare. Is
the character indelibly impressed upon tlie
minds of Americans, youths and adults.
The name is synonymous with a defomied
tyrant, who skulks around dark castle
passages murdering everybody in reach
with abandon of meal-eatin- and. in
Ms ease, 'apparently more relish. Mr.
Lodge attempts to emancipate us from
fcis Idea. He attempts a feat worthy of

Samson. Yet, if you will patiently and
attentively leview the procession of au-

thorities he marshals to combat the ao
eoptod y of a subject of the Tudors,
yoc will Incline to a faint-hearte- d fear
tht, after all, our lire-lon- g delight in the
Ihcoib parable exampleof an
the blttHtdcrs and chills expended on the
co'jtcmptaiton of his hoirors, were wasted
oh a shadow, a riction, a lie; that Rich ml
wtlr n.,t such a Iwd tr.it or lellow, eithe-t- o

iho eye or to tlie measure of a Just
man.

Oae cannot but agree with Mr. Lodge
that "to the multitude who read books,
to the vaster and uncounted multitude
who go lo the theater, there will never be
out one Richard the Richard of Shakes-
peare. Hat the same art which has
fcuown litem the cruel, deformed, hypo-
critical tyrant, has shown them the man's
ability and power; his force of will and his
daeaUess courage. "When the supreme
iHouteat comes the popular sympathy Is not
with Henry, loudly proclaiming his virtuous
eontfineuts, hut with his fierce antagonist.
Tlie applause and cheers which gret the
final scene are not foi the respectable
JtlrbnKHid, but for 1dm who kills five
RtoHraoudK who enacts more wonders than
a toaP, and who dies King of England.
lietftincd In by his enemies, us full of valor
as of royal blood; desperate In courage, as
in all elj: ftgluing grimly to the last, like
a icee PlntHgeneU"

In .KJtakcspeare's Americanisms the
writer sWfts his ground a trifle. It is In
reality an open letter to certain of our
Hngttfitt critics, who seem to think that,
in claMSifving certain words and purases

s "Americanisms" they not only relieve
themselves or all responsibilities for the
exiRtesc-so- f th speech,
bat tttat tltey also in some mysterious man
nor make Wieiti things apart and put them
uutKkfc- - of the pale of the EngiWi lau
gtmtxe But this performance is not merely
unjust; It Is ridiculous in thib day when
EngUoti ib no longer merely "the Queeif s
Eugttstt," for today English Is pokeu by
more people who ow no allegtanc? to Eng-
land's Queen ttiau by those who do.

However, tlnseo "Americanisms" have
their justification, as Mr. Lodge points

out. The English sner at our of the
inmjfrtiim 'WeIl."; of "a deck of cards'
Instead of "a pack;" baggage for lug-
gage; trunk Tor bux- - to stage" for "to
plsec ukw the stage;" flapjack for a
larsc griddle cake: "I gu ss'" for "I think;"
"mad in the of "angry;" "sick
la the seaM of "HI;" "to fire our," and
many others. Mr. Lodge carerully cites
Bltakespenre for the use of every one of
these worus and phraser, not only
Instances, but repeated uses. He

Unt the settl-r- s of Virginia and New
England who en me from Englan d when the
QuettTs English was Shakespeare's EuglMi
brought over these words and have been
more l.iyd to the original than our cousins
arrow the waUr twte.y. It is an interesting
defense or Americanisms" and, If the
EngJWi would hut accord it careful

tlwre would be an end of their
uurea6btible Kii.-ring- .

The last csaay in the boakls the only one
heretofore unpHblhjhed. It Is on "Our For-
eign PoHcy," a topic which Senator Lodge
Is privileged to discuss autJioritatfvely. He
Euiuuiariz-- v his ijitton in his concluding
pnrapraptr. "The nnWon of the great
American democracy Is peace. "We jset--

no conquests and desire to interfere with
no other people. But that mis-sio- can be
fulfilled ouly on the camliUon that we show
ourselves Ktrong and not weak; firm and
not TMCiUatlug. As we respect the rights
or others, so must all others respect our
ngUi and Uie Just control which we must
exercise in the Americas.'

AvjoiHpanymg the volume Is an "errata"not, which is the more conspicuous and
montlcnahle In that It is the first time
within mninory that the careful and ex
pert Itarpers have been driven to thp ac
knowledgement of errors In the text, for A

there have- - heretofore been none to ac
knowledge. 'New Turk: Harper & Bros.
Washington: Woodward & Lothrop.)

The time was when a book by W. D.
Howells was au event. His utories then

wer- - tir cemed, rewerful and orlgit-al- . and
denntiv.'nfa thinker,andaorrof Jir- -

erary Colnmbus, who cruised in hfretofore

undared waters. He still adheres to his old
cruMngparts, but somehow the waves don't
rock as ot yore. There Is a dead calm on.

Last week a new Howells book was pub-
lished. It Is called "An Open-Eye- d Con-

spiracy." It came into the world with no
more wl U. than if it had been a literary
foundling. There was no anticipation
created by its announcement, and when it
arrived at the bookmen's there was none
ot the e curiosity, in fact, deter-
mination, to have the Howells Iiook, as
ol yore. Can it be that Howells was a
fad --one of those cruel, fatal literary bal-
loons that blow up on popular wind and
ignominioutly burst? Or, in this case,
doeea't the balloon seem to have sprung
a leak- - and to be slowly but perceptibly
collapsing and descending? It Is a
vonsM'-nitio- thlsof the punctured Ho wella.

The "Open-Eye- d Conspiracy" is "a Sara
togi'idyl." Thechnractersare seven. These
are tilt persons speaking, us the playbills
say, but there is a large background
of persons appearing. The conspiracy is
evolved in the mind of Basil March, and
h'.s wife is the They are
a pair from the numberless who haunt
bbmmi resorts, but they have learned the
myth of a world of gaiety that doesn't ex-

ist , and the fcomething that never happens.
The victims of the conspiracy are a Miss-Gag-

and a Mr. and Mrs. Deering, nil from
a Northern provincial town. They came to
Snratoga In quest of the world of gaiety,
and remained In anticipation of the some
thingthatmighthappcu. March appreciated
how they were the victims of the common
delusion. He conspired to gratify them.
He saw that the something that they ex-

pected lo happen wab about this: Ar
rival, introductions, social business, nu-

merous y.mng men, one young man in par-
ticular, engagement of Miss Gage, Mrs.
Dceruig's return in a state of complete sat-
isfaction, not being up to the emotion of
triumph. All this happened, but not in
pursuance of the undirected currents of
chance. It was all the result of March's
open-eye- d conspiracy.

Thus far the storj- - has a fair degree of
value. Mr. Howells understands human
kind, and he can dissect human character,
even if they be too commonplace to give
the resultant interest. He has set cut
clearly a state of social depression which
does exist at the summer resort, and his
disclosure of the cominonplaceness of it
all is very vivid, but these same character
islics permeate his story. It Is skim milk
But he even goes to the despicable trick
of watrring his milk toward the last.
Having effected a match between Miss
Gage and the younir man in the cas,and
drawn her father out of his St. La .vrence
moorings and on to the scene, he proceeds
;) giro us a situation. The father utterly
refuses to accept the young man. Now,
one says, this is Mr. Howells' opportunity.
Hcii he will show his eleverness and how
us how an obdurate, d pro-
vincial daddy can lie won from his posi-
tion. But he don't. He dodges the
opportunity He backs down In the
nnt ;iisatisfactory fabhlon- - The last

pages are written In the dust of the fleeing
conspirator. The three father, daughter
..i0 young man are left in the corner of
the piazza together, and he announces the
result ir the next paragraph. Tu attain-
ment cf tlusresultwastheoneopportunlty
of his book, and Mr. Howells obliterated
it between two paragraphs.

Of course, the father gave in. Mr.
Howells is a stickler for naturalism and
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realism and several other isms, but as he
had not the courage lo race the obliterated
situation, neither did he have the courage
to face story conventions, and separate
his lovers In the end. But what hap-
pened between those three In. the corner
of the porch? With that que-tlo- n light
breaks in. The real conspirator In How-
ells, not March. He conspired to arouse
our curiosity, even at the expense of being
believed a coward. (New York: Harper
Brothers. Washington: Woodward & Lo
throp )

Th-- reading or Lillian Bell's last book,
"From a Girl's Point of View," is attended
by a regret and a determination regret not
to have read her other two books, "The
Love Affairs of an Old Maid," and "The
Underside of Things;' and the firm deter-
mination to beg, borrow or steal them at
once, and read them forthwith. In her
new book she discloses herself a lovable
cynic- - Her pen has a sheathed point, but
there is a flaw in the sheath, and the pen
itself ms the smallest and finest and most
delicate point Imacinahlo. TTer n.vnir-iRn- .

is a combination of good humor, good sense
and a gond understanding orglrls, Tor whom
she speaks, and men, of whom fhe speaks.

Now, such a womau as this Is the hardest
thing in the world to unnivzf R(.fi,-in- w--

don't want to lose any time at this pointiu '
analysis; we are too busy enjoyingr The
Dcst way to appreciate Miss Bell is to read
her book. Tou will find by tbe table of con-
tents that she is fearless. It required in-
domitable courace to tackle mn,f In oil i,i
phases, moods . ages, weaknesses and ,'

strengths. She grapples with him in theuntrained condition under thirty-flve- ; she t
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vivisects him as a husband; she makes a
merry spectacle of the e man, the
dyspeptic, the too accurate man, the Irre-
sistible man and the stupid man,

Following the trail of appreciative pencil
marks through the book, thefollowinglistof
bright lines is submitted as a skeleton of
the meaty and delicious book:
"Conversation with the untrained man

under thirty-fiv- e is Impossible, because
he never converses; he only talks. The un-

trained man desires to be amused. The
trained man wishes to amuse. Aman uikI-- t

thirty-fiv- e is In this world to be made
ha pixy. The man over thlfty-fiv- e desires
to make you happy.

"Girl-traine- d men and widoAvers are as
near perfection as men can come. Uut
haven help tlie man who is

'Men are always saying,' Well, why don't
you tclt us the kind of men you would
like us to be?' And their attitude when
they say this, is with their thumbs in the
armholes of their waistcoats. Wlun a
man is thoroughly satisfied with himself
be always expands his chest.

'A trltesaying has mysympnthy. Itgen-erall- y

is btupid and shopworn, and con-
sequently is banished to polite society rind
l.ated by the clever. And only because ft
possessed a soul of truth and a wonderful

Itulity has it been kept from dying long
ago of a broken heart.

"If a girl receive three proposals, that,
I am told, Is a fair average. If she receive
ten, she is cither an heiress or a belle.
If she receive more than ten, she must visit
in the- West.

"A Miss Nancy is a poet without genius:
one who hai a talent for discovering the
fineness of life, but who lacks the wit to
ke-j- hla views from ridicule.

"Many men make love because the girl Is
convenient, and tliay lia ppen to t hink about
it. I wonder if a man ever deliberately
made up his mind to nmrry and then
Lunted up Jila ideal girl?
"it is really expecting too much of a wo-

man to ask her to bring up her husband
and her children, too.

"A bore is a man or a woman who never
knows How or When.

"A man who talks constantly has a thou-
sand ways always at hand by which to
make a fool of himself. A silent man has
but one.

''Men have become famous as conversa-
tionalists who have only "sat and looked
admiringly at vivacious women.

"There is only one way to get even with
the txi accurate man, and that is, whex
he hae finished his most exciting Mory, to
say, 'And then what happened next?'

"Tue painful accuracy which makes some
men sucl? deadly bores is a form of moho-- '
mania. Itis the same sortof trouble vhich

kleptomaniac. She will 6teal the
veriest trash, just so she can be mealing.
He hoards the most useless trifles until
his mind is nothing but a garret filled with
Isolated bits of rubbish that nobody wants
to hear, unless one has an essay to write,
and then It is easier to consult the encyclo
pedla.

"Adaptability is a heaven-sen- t gift. Itis
like the straw us!ed In packing china. It
not only saves Jarring, but it preseres
worse disaster.", and without it a man is
only safe when he Is alone."

If so.ncof thes sound weaker than prom
Iscd for them It Is the fault of having
taken them ruthlessly from a page d

with Miss Bell's delightrul atmos-
phere. If the m.'Ti who read soma of fhtu
rebel, remember they are from "A Girl's
roint of View." (New York: Harper- - &

Brother. Washington: Woodward & Loth-
rop.)

Miss Bell won her way to fame with her
first licok. "The Love Affairs of an Old
Maid.'M.-sue- d In 1893, which was promptly
accepted by the first publisher to whom it
wab offered, and that one Harper & Bros.
She has been no lesssuccessful In her subse-
quent, career as a writer. Her second book.
"A Little Sister to the Wilderness," was
sought by more than one publisher and ap- -
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pearedin 189r. It has been most favorably-receive-d

In England as well as here. Itsap-pearano- e

abroad, published by Sampson,
Low, Marston & Co., was followed shortly
after by an English edition of her first
book, which also won most favorable at-- 1

entlon.
Miss Bell's third story, "The Underside

of Things,'' was published last year and
created a rather more favorable impression
than her second or even her first book.
Itis a charming love-tal- never flagging
bi interest from beginning to end; sprightly
in stylo; with those touches of quaint
humor in character study for which the
author is already famous.

The eontentsot "A Girl's Pointof View,'
referred to hereinbefore, were published in
the Ladles' Home Journal, and provoked
widespread interest at tlie time of their
publication, which is likely to be ex-
tensively revived now that they appear
in book form . Miss Bell's work has been
so distinctive and strong and artistic
that it is not difficult to hazard a state-
ment that her future work will rank her
very high in the group of American novel-
ists.

Miss Bell was born in Chicago. Her girl-
hood was spent in the South, principally in
Atlanta. There, at the age of seven, she
was reading, and knew by heart "Stepping
Heavenward" the first book to which she
became really intensely attached. Shakes-
peare she had already absorbed. With this
knowledge, which was already far ahead
of her years, she was tutored under private
instruction, andfinally was graduated, after
the return of her parents to Chicago, from
Dearborn Seminary.

During her schooldays her literary ten

-- U

dencies developed;' and she amused herself
by writing the essaysof her sohoolmatcs.
Later she sentoneof her efforts to a news-
paper, which immediately accepted her
contribution. Her first effort at story-wrltlu- g

was made when she was ouly eight
years old. She resides in Chicago, and has
but one brother and sister, to whom hhe
dedicated her last book. Miss Bell's life
is still ic the opening chapter. She has not
yet reached her thirtieth birthday.

Miss Bell Is now in Europe She expects
to be away for two years. She will live-To- r

several months In the vicinity of Berlin
and also In Paris. Letters of travel and
possibly a few short stories will comprise
her contributions to American periodicals
during her.absence.

The accompanying portraitis from Wan

.amnkor's Book News. Ills from the same
photograph which wasoi&ed for thefrontis-pasr-

to her "A Gtrl'sPolntof View.'

Close upon the heels, of the translation of
Jules Clartie's "Briclmnteau" comes a
translation ot his "The Crime of the IV.uh

vard." This is the paltem ot book that
the'Parisians like.: It is, in fact, the pat-
tern of book thatfe Americana like; for it is
one'of those clever ingenious defctive
stories, steeped in mystery, which is eov-e- d

by an Ingenious ioiontiflc device.
The story opens with the disclosure of

the ghastly find of a tailor's wife in a
lodger's room overhead. The lodger lies
prone on the floor.-hl- s throat cutfromear
to car. his dead bddy still warm. She
rushes below and tells her Jiusband. He
runs for a police acquaintance, an officer.
This man comes with hia camera and q

cures several photographs of the dead
man's face These photographs are the
only clew to the murderer, for thy possess
the reflection of the retina of the dead
man's eyes, and if there Is anything iu
the theory cf the retina retaining Impres-

sions in death the criminal may be found.
To tell more would be to do the anlhjr

an injustice. The deuouument and Its proc-
ess are most ingeniously worked out. :'.
Clartle has a crisp, fluent, practical style
which interests, while it impresses the
reader with the earnestness of the author.
He has written In "Tlie Crime or the Boul-
evard" a detective fctory whlch"wilt engage
a large following. (New i'ork: R. F. Fenno.
Washington: Woodward & Lothrop.) -

That delicate and delicious bit of re-

print, the Bibelot, brings between its
covers a customarily rare of fering.

It is two sketches from Walter Pater's
"Studies of the Renaissance," one on
Sando Botticelli, the other on Luca Delia
Robbla. These two studies are but a re-

flex of the whole of the "Studies," of
which Mr. Mother says: "There is no other
rwk quite akin to It. It came at a time
when, to say the best, no one wa over
burdened with a knowledge of that wonder-ou-

awakening of Greek art and literature
in Italy In the fifteenth century, sinje be
come the common heritage ot the race
It is, a book convocative or the
deejiest imaginative moods. Walter Pater,
we cannot too often insist, had a clairvoyant
sense of tuo past; a mesmeric influence
which fouud. and will continue to find, re

sponslve acolytes." For this new intn
ductlon to Pater we cannot be too grateful
to Mr. Mosher. He has chosen two ot the
studies most characteristic of the mau,qf
the age and movement he writes of. and
sensitively appreciative of the subjects of
the poi traits. In the October number of
the Bibelot will be set out two bits by Mat-
thew Arnold, "The Scholar Gypsy" and
"Thysis; a Monody." (Portland, Me.:
Thcmaa B. Mosher.)

"Jupiter Jingles; or a Trip to Mystery
Land," Is the title of an ornate little book
of verse and pictures for children. The
author, Mrs. Annetta S Cratts, has dis
played a nicasant talent for child verse,
and has applied It in a sensible way. She
explains her purpose in "Jupiter Jingles"
In her preface, in wJbichshe remarks: "The

love of the grotesque Is instinct in every
child, but It may be as easily gratified
with the charming legends from the
classics, with which every educated per-
son is bound to become familiar, as with
the story of the famous hoy who 'sang for
his supper,' or of that uufortunate Lucy
Locket.' I would not deny to childhood
the beloved companionship of the old-tlm- c

nursery rhv-ncs- ; they are the legitimate
first love of every childish heart; but win-no-t

serve, with nonsense, a little knowl-
edge, slyly hidden7" This she has done
very attractively and expertly. She has
told in monosyllable and child-rhym- e the
story of Jupiter, Jove, Juno, Venus, Mars,
Apollo and the other deities of mythology

(Chicago; LalrdA Lee. Washington: Wood-
ward & Lothrop.)

No one is vorldng. thatfield of roma.ice
which Hcf in the' portion ot South Africa
known to us as Matablliland with the same
energy or with anything comparable to
the success of Bertram Mltford. Already
he has drawn to himself a large circle of
admiring readers by his two vivid romances
of South African adventure, "The White
Shield" and "The Sign of the Spider," tnd
now ha advances with another claim to re
newed consideration as the romancer par
excellence ot this literary
claim. It Is another story of the Zulu, the
Matabill, "The Kings of the Assegai."

The assegai is a spear of peculiar make,
and form which the Zulus use in warfare.
The assegai which the author found pre-
ciously picserved by a patriarch among the
savages was one of a fashion so fine and
tempting to tbe collector that a large
piece ot gold was offered for It. But the
old roaa replied that not a wagon load of
the precious metal would tempt It from

him. Then he recited the story of the
assegai, which once had belonged to the
kingofhlsenergetlcand adventurous youth.

Thy narrative Is splrJtecl and engaging.
Mltford tolls his stories without much pre-
tense at literary polish, but they are cor-
rectly told, and he has the coveted gift of
seizing upon the reader's interest at once,
and claiming It until he has spun his whole
yarn and writes "finis." (New Yor.k:

It. r. Fenno & Co. Washington: Breii'
tauo.i

MISS LILLIAN BELL.

LITERARY NOTES.

Henri Meilhac was a caricaturist before
he became a dramatist, and it is said that
he never left Paris.

The Whitman controversy is on again.

z z zll: i

There arc hair a dozen critics stamping
about In the areua. The Chap Book is the
arena.

An English critic hits the nail squarely
oa the head when he replies to ths query of
the querelous question-monger- s who re-

cently demanded why Tennyson and other
poets had failed as dramatists. Because,
be,'i!inj'eou,tn Ids hast to badramatist,
forgo c to be a playwright. There It is in a
nutshell. Study It, Mr. Hovvslls.

Stephen Crane Is writing a series of
the London Saturday Review. His

fir article Is on "London Impressions"
anddescribed hlsentraiiceinto'London.the
tccnes at the railroad station, and his
drive In a cab to theliotel. Speaking of
his baggnsc and the necessity of hunting
it uj), he says: "I would laver had ny
pocWe,B filled with bread and cheese and
had no baggage at all." Whatiwill the
Saturday Review readers make ot that
word "lavcr?"

It is said that the highest price per word
cvei piic to an author was paid by Messrs.
Scrlbner to Mr. Rudyard Kipling, for his
ndlurad story, "No. 007," published In
the Asiist number of Scribner's Maga-
zine. 1 he "tory n dm bers over 7.G00 words,
and the pricapdd av asabout 1 ,500. Thif,is
one might suppose, covers all serial rights.
Twenty cents a word is said to be the
hlgh-wftt- mark in author's pay, so far.
Mr. Kipling gets no such prices in hia own
country. As a rule, he is bought out-
right by an American publisher or editor,
and resold to England.

The current volume of the Town and
Countrv Library reproduces a novel by
Allen Rine, by name "Mifanwy, a Welsh
Singer." It Is an attractive story and novel
In presenting tLe rarity of a story of the
Wtlsh. Mifanwy was at first a herd girl,
but she leaves the Welsh mountains and in
the wide world she becomes a great singer.
But the world is small and in the end she
came back to the beginning and married
her fUst companion, leuau, the companion
ot her free, untutored childhood. (New
York: D. Appleton & Co. Washington:

--Woodward & Lothrop.)
It is said that Ibsenlsm Is on the wane,

and with it is declining Bjomsonlsm.
Well, so belt. But Whata powerthehoary-heade-

Norwegian hastieen. AsKeineman
said: "Itisuota literary evolution which
has burst under the aegis of literature. Al
ready tbatrevolutlonhasdoneltswork. Thy
victory is complete. Ibsenlsm, Bjornson's
theories, are become a part of the com-
mon law. They are no longer disputed,
they are living! (vceuos) 'What a
howl,' gays Klelland, 'when "The Doll's
House" appeared! Today all our women
think as Nora thought.' "

ft is announced that the title of Mark
Twain's book has been changed from "The
Surviving Innocent Abroad" to 'Follow-
ing ii e Equator." It Is said on reliable
authority tliat the price paid to Mr. Clem-
ens for this book Is in payment.-
of $10,000 eacii, and that he will make the
whole of it over to his creditors, to whom
he owes ahon t $20,000 more. At the rate
or $10,000 a book, it will not take Mr
Clemens long to pay off this indebtedness.
Major Pond lias recently made him an of-

fer of $50,000 for a. series of lectures in
this country, but the offer has not been ac-

cepted, aa yet.
French reviewersarefindingsumeamiise-ment- .

we hope, in their lengthy, and, It
may be added, tardy arraignment of
America for lack of appreciation for Poe'.s
genius. Peihaps, but tlie French would not
appreciate it, they may have taken their
cuefiorn the i rjsent widespreadrenaissanco
of Foeism in the United States. Such an
undercurrent is certainly in
numerous white caps on the surface ot
events. His books are still selling well;-som- e

care has been given to his various
residences; a drama of his life was re-

cently written and finally a statue has been
erected, or is this last as yet a plau em-
bryonic?

We are threatened with an Interminable
list of "letters.'!- - Letters are good
enough in their way; some are very excel-
lent They throw light on obscure points
of bicgiaphy or character; they correct his-
tory and readjust mistakes, but the letter-huntin- g

fever has driven every one to the
garret and the chests, and more trash
if undusted than worthy material. The
i.iere fact that a conspicuous name Is signed
to a letter does not give value; to its whole
weary length. This is all apart from the
injustice done the departed writer ot t
the letters, in which he has pVobably con
cealed much that he wished hidden from
all the r?st or the world except himself
and the person to whom he'contldes it.

A German monograph on Thomson, the
author of "The Seasons," describes him in i

the title as "a forgotten poet of the eight-eent- h

century;" but an English exchange
points out that so far is he from being for-
gotten that "during the present century
there have been no less than twenty edi
tions of his poems, to eay nothing of sepa

rate editions of 'The Seasons;' while his
works, or portlonB of themt have been trans
lated Into German, Italian, modern Greek
and Russian. Oulj two years ago M. Leon
Morel, in his 'J. Thomson, sa vie et sea
oeuvrcs,' published an elaborate and ad
mlrable monograph on this 'forgotten poet.'
And now Mr. Tovey, who has Just been ap-
pointed Clarke lecturer at Cambridge, has
given a new biography of him and a new
edition of his works, making, if I am not
mistaken, the thirty-secon- d memoir ot hlni
and the twenty-firs- t edition of his works
which have appeared since the beginning
of the century. This Ls protty well for a
forgottea poetl"

The name ot Maurice Maeterlinck's new
play is "Aglavalnc iud Selysette." The
story runs that Mejeaudor and Selysette
have been married four years. We find
them, when the play opens, living in a
castle of the strange Maeterlinck country,
when aud how wc know not. They are
happy, but It is not quite thohighest hap-
piness. Then comes Aglavuine, whom
Meleandor has known of old. She Is more
bcantlful thau Selyeetie, and Meleander
forgets Selysette In her presence. Neither
wishes to wound little Selysette, but
what will you when destiny decrees?
Algavame, pitying Selysette, determines
to go away, but Selysette, lifted by gnet
to heights she knew not ot before, la before-
hand wirh her, and dies by her own band,
affirming to the end that she did noK
intend it, so that the love ot Meleander
and Aglavaiue may blossom unchecked
On the surface, that Is the story. But
underneath there are lessons for all who
can read, and the drama is unfolded with
infinite beauty of thought, of word, and
of deed, and mastery of dramatic techiiic.
The Academy, inspired by this play, says. ,

"The book is a treasury ot beautiful
things. No one now writing loves beauty
as M. Maeterlinck does. Sheer, essential
beauty has no such lover. He will have
nothing else. Gentlenpss, sweet reason-
ableness, patience, resignation under grief,
self sacrifice: the old beatitudes of the
evangelists are his, too. Into the world
which he has created no harshness may
enter, m. acerbity, no conscious pettiness;
nothing, indeed, but beautiful thoughts,
beautiful Words, beautiful actions, aud
beautiful mistakes for which he has end-
less pity and charity."

Admirers of Robert Louis Stevenson,
readers of his story "Kidnapped," and

pleasantly
inlerestnd in a tetter which he wrote the
Athenaeum, a London literary periodical,
in reply to some criticisms made upon hid
btory. It reads: "I win to thank you
for your notice of 'Kidnapped,' and that,
not because it was kind, though for that
ai. I valued it, butin theame sense as I
have thanked you before now for a hun-
dred articles on a hundred different writ-
ers --you who fight tbe good fight, con-

tending v.ith stupidity, and I would fain
hope not all In vain; in my own case. for
Instance, surely notin vain. What you say
or the two parts in 'Kidnapped' was felt
by no one more painfully than by myself.
I began It liartly as a lark, partly asa pot-
boiler, and suddenly it moved. David and
A Kin stepped out from the canvas, and I
found I was in another world. But there
was the cursed beginning, and a cursed end
must be appended, anil an old friend.
BylKS, the Butoher, was plainly audible,
tapping at the back door. So it bad to
go into the world, one part (at it does seem
to mel alive, one part merely galvanized,
i.o w.,rk, only an essay. For a man or
tentative method and weak health and a
tcarclty of private means, and not too
much of that frugality which is the artist'
proper virtue, the days of sinecures and
patrons look very golden, the days of pro-
fessional literature very hard, i'et I do
not so far deceive myself as to think I
snonld change any character by changing
my eiKch; the sum of virtue in our books
ic in a relation of equality to the sum of
virtues in ourselves; and my 'KidnanpeJ'
was doomed while still in the womb, and
while I was yet in the cradle, to be the
thing 1 1 is."

Two Knlialimeu
When the Duke or Marlborough arrived

here two years ago the papers could t.ot
say enough about him. What he did and
what "ledldn'tdo, where he went, and how
he managed it, everything was reeorjed.
Itwas tr.esama.way withthe Karlof Craven.
In addition to a daily bulletin, the details
of ids' wardrobe were provided. The week
before last the arrival of Lord Kelvin was
announced. On that day a few paragraphs
appeared concerning him. Since then there
has been nothing. The Dukeof Marlborough

n entirely decentand oung
man. So, too, is the Earl or Craven. Both
married heiresses. Beyond that, neither
of them had done and presumably never
will do anything deserving of notice.
Nevertheless, about each of them columns
and columns were written. Lord Kelvin
is not alone decent and well behaved, he is
a public benefactor, one or the foremost
electricians and a prince of science. Tlie
absence of, newspaper comment is therefore
significant. If these young chaps got so
much, why should he go hollow? Were you
to ask an editor he would say that the
publloi.s not Interested. All tlie more shame
then to thepublic. Born William Thompson,
successively knighted and titled ou.iccount
or the value of his inventions, a t,elf 'liade
nobleman If ever there wereone.a thinker,
interested solely in the progress 3f hu-
manity, Lord Kelvin is of no interest to
the public because he is not engaged to an
heiress and leaves Newport alone. In the
cuctim.stanpes the query arises, of how
ninny idiots is a newspaper public com-pose-

Collier's Weekly.

Over There in Kansas.
Tapers have a lot to say,

Sneerin' like, o' Kansas,
Welt It to 'em every day,

Chuckin' fun at Kansas .
Air jes'fullo slandcrdarts
From the linsy Eastern marts
'Nuf r to break the people's hearts

Over there in Kansas.

Say that'.s where cyclones are born,
On the plains o Kansas,

Ever" word a word o' scorn
Fur the folks in Kansas .

Hoppers darkenin' the sun,
Dozen or 'em weigh a ten,
Seem to think It's lots o' fun7

Crackln' Jokes at Kansas.

Now it's come their time to laugh,
Tliqm 'ar folks in Kansas,

Givin' Easterners the gaff
'Bout affairs in Kansas.

Fields out with wheat,
Com fur all the world to eat.
Other crops that can't be beat,

Over there in Kansas.

Trains out the scurf
From the plains o' Kansas,

Railroads can't git cars enough
Fur to empty Kansas. ,

Orr to see the farmers grin,
Stroke the lilacs on their chin,
As the cash comes' rollln' In,

Over there in Kansas.

Women slngln songs o' glee
'Bout ol' fruitful Kansas,

Babies crowln' merrily
Everywhere in Kansas

Purty gals clothes
Toggln out rom head to toes,
Style? Tou bet your life she goc3

Over there iu Kausas.

When the cares o day are done
On the plains o' Kansas,

An the kids begin to yawn,
Sleepy like, in Kansas,

Farmer wipes his glasses blurred,
Roads a chapter o' the Word,
Then down and thanks the Lord

That he liveB in Kansas.
Denver Post,

TOPICS OP THE BAY.

There are people avIio seem to regardtheir
children as a sort or fringe on their gar-mnt- a,

something entirely and absolutely
under their control and made for their
credit and use. Out in western Pennsyl-- "

vania two little fellowa, thirteen and four-
teen years of age, ran away frorabome,no6
long ago because their father bad thrashed
them. They liad bought a tame crow with
the contents of their savings bank, and for
this terrible crime they had been thrashed.
In tlie same State another boy jumped
intotheriver to save the lifeofuplayma te-
lle succeeded, and went home, dripping
but triumphant, and forgetting that he had,
been toid not to go near the water. Ho
was soundly punished for his dlsobedience-Anothe- r

youth, nearly twenty ypawotage,
ventured tt express au opinion contrary to
tliat of Ids father at the oreakfat table,
whereupon, the paternal censor told the boy ,
to take his plate and go and eat his meals
In the kitchen until further orders. This
the hoy, having been alt his life under his
father's thumb, meekly did: but one cau
not heip feeling that for the sake of the
younger brothers In that family, the vry
best thing which could happen might be a
gvid-slze- d ran.ily row. Some compassion,
however, is due the.-- fool parents. They
wera probably brought up under that same
peUy tyranny themselves andobtainedtheit
freedom too late in lire to learn gwd ense

Playful young gentlemen, who have an
idea that chelif e o f a newspapercorrespond-cn- tis one of frisky freedom and unlimited
license wiJh their neighbors' reputations,
should profit by the experience of a Minne-
apolis youth, stenographer to the editor-in-chi-

or a paper. This young man had aa
idea that ic would be fun Uj write for tbe
newspapers. His employers agreed that ic
mightbef'in for him, but they dtdaot think
he could suit them as a writer. In an evil
moment, however, the local correspondent;
ot a New York paper went orr for hievaca-tio- n,

and lcrt the ambitious youth dlree-tio-

to pick up any real live Items lie could.
Of course, the youngster was delighted.
He poked his noe into every reputable and
disreputable place where news could be
gathered during thenext twenty-fou- r hours.
And he discovered that a Minneapolis busl
n.-s-. man had been naughty, and that his
wife did not like It, nor. did their Inti-
mate friends. The young man fairly ran
back to the office and thumped his writing
n.achlnefor a couple or hours. mid seuttho
result flying to the New York paper. Tbo
latter Journal thought It was a little queer,
but probably all right, and they printed the
story. Oh, then and there was harrying; to
and fro, and mirth and maledictions and
bad language, and weeping and gnashlnjj
or teeth. The business man threatened to
kill tl.e ambitious youth, and the ambitious
youth tjJiook day and night. Seeing htj
terror, the other fellows on the paper put
np a little job on him, aad one aCternoon.
while the stenograpaer was working as
well as his nervounesa would let him, a
bloodthirsty individual stalked hit the
room clamoring for bis Wood. The young
mail beggedfor mercy, butin valu. Justin,
the nick or time the other fellows in the
officf lushed in and saved him from tha
villain, and the victim of the joke made a
breakfor the back door. He wHlnever write,
newspaper articles about a mail's private
lire again He goesln aad oat of the build-
ing by tbe back door, and wieafcs around a3
ir he were afraidor being een. Bt he has
learned a very Important lesson, and that
is, that a man's prinuellfelsaot atwaytfas
the n.cr jy nt a gossip simply beeafecf that
gossip performs in print.

Periodically. In the columns at fashion
letters, from tbe saints know where, there
appear some startling combination ot color
and form which is announced as the forth-
coming style People who know no bet-
ter get frightened, and wonder how In the
world they ever can wear such a thing, and
finally decide to wait till the fashion be-

comes general. As the rest ot the public
is meantime doing the same thing, the
style never does become general, and the
new garment gently fades Into a dream or
the past. One of these new fashions Is at
present being heralded as tbe London waist-
coat model. It is a douMe-breu&te- d thing,
out low, with a wide collar. It Is made of
foulard silk, and the buttons ar big and of
mother-o- f pearl. The characteristic fea-
ture of the garment, however, Isthepattern
ot the silk, which much resembles that ot
the willow pattern china,
enlarged three or four times. Some of th&
waistcoats are in brown, black, red and
blue on a pattern of cream silk. Thus the
willow pattern waistcoat is quite con-
spicuous. If the new fashion should really
obtain, we should have young men goine
around with weeping-willo- trees and.
Chinese pagodas and funny little bridges
depicted an sheir clothes. Old gentlemen,
with a large extent ot waUtooat, would
wear whole villagea ot houses with peaked
roots, and small river sytems purlin?
around their expansive waists. The ap-

pearance of a company of gentlemen, all
wearing the new waistcoat, would be like
a company of Chinese mandarins or ani-
mated paper lanterns. But people with t.
proper respect for their taste need not.
worry. The Tashloa will never become
general.

Several years ago there was more or.
less lively disctisse'on over the questioa
ot the reading of the Bible in our public
schools. It was asserted by nany people
that this would not agree with the spirit
of the Constitution , and it was asserted by
other people that tlie nation could not
continue to cxit unless tbe Bible was read
in thepublicschools- - But therenow arisen a
citizen wno writes toone ot the metropolitan
dailies, mildly suggesting thnt rnoials and
manners should be made au important ele-
ment of public school training, whetheror
lot the Bible isread. He remarks thtitif boys,

and girls can be educated to absolute hon-
esty, truthfulness, charity and temper-
ance it will help the next geueratlort conr
siderably. As a rule these things do rer
ceive attention in our schools. The chief
difficulty Istlmtt heyarenotsufficientlyem-phaslxe- d

in the outside world. It Is not
ot much use for a boy io be taught at schon.
that he must tell the exact truth, If he goes
at sixteen into a business house where
little dishonesty of dealing is expected ot
him. Neither is it productive of all the
good results that might be hoped for It
he is laughed to scorn when ha
comes to the age ot voting becausa
he Is too paiticulMrto be practical. SU'!
ethical teaching anywhere by anybody is
a good tiling, and should he encouraged:
and it dues not altogether depend en. the.
reading of verse from the Bible.

A Now York man pathetically advertiser
rgr a flat where there is a bath in whiuJv
the bather can get wet. He wants trc
much. The average flat dweller plants
mignonette in his.

A good many people have wondered uver?
the astonishing productiveness of Scotdh.
dialect writers. It now appears, however,,
that S. R. Crockett, who has been one-o- t

the most prolific, has two typewriting
machines-an- writes 5,000 words before
breakfast. Does he write on one ma- -

ciilue with each hand, and if so, howi r

Siaojr as It Was and Is.
Tne difference between anclentand mod-

ern slang v.as amusingly illustrated in a
recent incident at the Chautauqua asserr.
bly, when the teacher ot EngHshlltcraturo
asked: "What is the meaning QfthcShake-spearla- n

phrase Goto?" "and it member of
the class replied, "Oh, that lsonl the six-

teenth century's expression or the: modern
'Come off!" The two phrases, whlleap-parentl- y

opposite, do. in fact, substantially
mean the same thing. Albany Argus
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